Silence Relieved

Cast

	Mr Johnstone  –
	Young and understanding social worker, casual type.

	Peter Daniels –
	Independent teenager.

	Dr Pains  –
	Intelligent and conservative older social worker

	Mr Daniels  –
	An ill-tempered and abusive middle aged father.

	Mrs Daniels –
	Quiet and nervous middle aged mother.
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Stage Plan

Dr Pains Office – Scene 1
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Mr Johnstone’s Office – Scene 2 & 4


Mr Johnstone’s Office – Scene 3

Scene 1

(A spacious air-conditioned consulting office containing a large desk, two opposing chairs, and a vertical filing cabinet. Dr Pains sits leaning back on his ergonomic chair reviewing an old document.)

(Mr Johnstone knocks on the open door as he enters the room)

Mr Johnstone: You busy Bruce?

(Dr Pains immediately sits upright)

Dr Pains: No, not at all. Take a seat Phil.

(Mr Johnstone approaches the nearest seat)

Mr Johnstone: (sarcastically) Cut it out, you’re beginning to sound like a social worker.

(Mr Johnstone sits down in a casual position, foot over his knee)

Dr Pains: (official tone) What seems to be the problem?

Mr Johnstone: (backing off) Nothing too urgent, I’m only here for advice and support.

Dr Pains: You’ll probably need an appointment then.

Mr Johnstone: No, seriously, I’m a little concerned about a recent case.

Dr Pains: Go, on.

Mr Johnstone: Ok, Bruce. Yesterday morning I had phone call from a young girl - probably in her early teens. She was calling to say that she was very worried about her older brother. She wanted to know whether we could find him and check that he was all right. (softly) She was crying.

Dr Pains: (near whisper) I see. 

Mr Johnstone: Her brother, Peter Daniels, left the house over two year ago… they hadn’t heard from him since. (Emphasis) Apparently he didn’t get along too well with the father… Eventually, she managed to tell me that her name was Kim, and she admitted that her parents didn’t know she was calling. She was so frightened that Peter may have committed suicide or something, she decided to act alone.

Dr Pains: (placing his fist against his chin) Mmm. 
Mr Johnstone: After she finished I contacted the police and before long they called me back with an address and phone number. Seems the boy had his own criminal record.

Dr Pains: (showing interest) Really?

Mr Johnstone: Oh, nothing serious, only small-time shoplifting. Anyway, early this morning I rang the number and a young bloke called Trent answered – probably a flat-mate – and then he put Peter on. Peter sounded pretty awful as he talked on the phone (pauses to think). Well… (Grinning) the moment I mentioned I was a social worker he began shouting all kinds of abuse.

Dr Pains: (shaking his head) Typical.

Mr Johnstone: I swear he was about to throw the telephone through the window. But he changed his tune when I mentioned Kim’s name. That certainly shut him up for a while! When he spoke again he showed an interest; he even became cooperative. 

Dr Pains: (astonished) Is that so?

Mr Johnstone: He asked me how she was, and from there we started a pretty personal conversation. I told him about his sister, and he told me his story of leaving home. I was rapt; we got on really well and he even agreed to attend a session with me.

Dr Pains: Phil.

Mr Johnstone: Yes Bruce?

Dr Pains: Why are you telling me this.

Mr Johnstone: (thinking) Um, oh yes, I need your opinion.

Dr Pains: Well I thought it was very interesting.

Mr Johnstone: (Smiling) Look, I’m new here and far less experienced than you… (Looking up thoughtfully) Do you think I should contact the parents? Kim said she was equally worried about her mother – she cries every time Peter’s name is mentioned. She has the right to know that her son is alive and relatively well…

Dr Pains: (serious tone) Likewise the father? From what I’ve perceived, this affair is better left alone. Clearly, it is fine to talk to Peter, however if you get the parents involve; it may well get out of your depth. My advice is to stay clear of any conflict.

(The lights gradually dim as the social workers continue their conversation in mime. Once the lights are off completely, the curtains are closed so as the stage setting can be re-arranged)

Scene 2

(Another roomy consulting office almost identical to the previous only the furniture is arranged slightly different.)

(Opening the door, Mr Johnstone enters from the stage left with Peter following cautiously – keeping his distance) 

Mr Johnstone: Come in and take a seat Peter.

(As Mr Johnstone shuts the door, Peter lets his eyes wander around the office.)

Peter: (nervously) Thanks.

(Peter hesitates before sitting down – watching Mr Johnstone as he strides around his disorganised desk and plops down into his chair)

Mr Johnstone: (enthusiastically) Before we begin, I have to say that I’m really glad you were willing to come to this session with me Peter.

Peter: (clumsy and slow voice) Well, I kind of felt that I couldn’t hold this off any longer.

Mr Johnstone: (inquisitive) What do mean exactly?

Peter: (awkwardly) I’ve had lots of you welfare people come and tell me off before.

Mr Johnstone: You have?

Peter: Yeah, plenty. They all come in and lecture me about stealing and stuff. (Grinning) I told the last guy to shove it and I haven’t had a problem since!

Mr Johnstone: (amused) Well, I often disagree with their tactics as well.

Peter: (surprised) You do?

Mr Johnstone: Sure. Most of these people are so, so by the book these days. I reckon we should all use some of our own initiative every now and again.

Peter: God, I never thought I’d end up talking to a bloke like you.

Mr Johnstone: Well, I am a bit of an idealist. Anyway, tell me more about your family. Do you miss them?

Peter: (sincerely) Yes… terribly. (Faster) Except dad. I miss Mum and Kimmy but.

Mr Johnstone: (inquisitively) What do you dislike about your father Peter?

Peter: (reflectively) Well, everything. (Revealing temper) He’s a real asshole dad is…

(Peter looks towards Mr Johnstone waiting for a response. However he does not reply and is forced to continue.)

Peter: (slowly to start, but increasingly fast) He was always pushing me around. Forever expecting me to do him proud. He even wanted me to go to university, what a f****g joke! (Aggravated) Dad’s really bloody strict too; he never let me out of the house. What a bastard! All the other kids were allowed to, but I was told to stay at home and study... (Quietly) Me and dad always got into fights. I can remember that really well because every time he started yelling at me, it would make mum cry. Then he’d have the hide to say “Look what you’ve have done to your mother young man!”

Mr Johnstone: Did you sister Kim, ever have a problem with your father?

Peter: Not likely. Kim’s never had problems… but she sometimes got upset when Dad yelled at me. She’s always been really obedient and so… um, tolerant. I wish I did half as well at school as she did.

Mr Johnstone: And what about school?

Peter: (voice raised) I never liked school. Even when I tried I did badly. I’ve never been interested in any subjects except art.

Mr Johnstone: You like art?

Peter: Yes. It one of the few things I like doing. Sometimes I even sell my paintings.

Mr Johnstone: (eyes wide) Wow… and just how do you make a living?

Peter: (cautiously) Well, when I first left the house I had nowhere to turn to but an old school mate.

Mr Johnstone: Ah yes, Trent, I believe we are acquainted.

Peter: Yeah, anyway, he took care of me for the first six months before I got a job at a takeaway joint. We’re still flatmates; he’s good company, Trent is.

Mr Johnstone: What about you’re mother.

Peter: God… well I’ve always felt sorry for mum.

Mr Johnstone: Oh?

Peter: Mum’s always been quiet (awkward grin). She’s a bit like Kim sometimes... (Grimly) Dad has never treated her very well. He’s always been the “man of the house”, he reckons women belong in the kitchen… Dad often upsets mum, but she is always loyal to him. Once she even told me that she didn’t love him any more. (Quietly) I reckon mum will stand up to him one day… I hope she been alright since I left…

Mr Johnstone: (patient) Why haven’t you contacted her?

Peter: (shrugs) Afraid I guess. But that’s the thing you see. I’ve been thinking a lot about it lately. (Uneasy) I think I should see my family again. This silence and…

Mr Johnstone: Tension?

Peter: Yeah, this tension is really getting to me. I need to see them again soon or I think I’ll explode or something…

Mr Johnstone: Is there something you want to tell me Peter?

(Peter nods his head gently)

Peter: (softly) I suppose there is.

Mr Johnstone: (considerately) You wish to see your parents again?…

Peter: (nervously) Yes.

Mr Johnstone: I understand... If you wish to settle things properly I’ll support you.

(There is a long pause as Mr Johnstone takes time to consider the situation)

Mr Johnstone: Would you like me to organise a session with your parent?

Peter: (gratefully) That would be great thanks. I couldn’t face Dad again without some help.

Mr Johnstone: (slowly) I’ll inform your parents if you like.

(Once again the lights are switched off while the two characters are left in an awkward silence. Curtains closed.)
Scene 3
(The curtains open once more to Mr Johnstone’s office. Mr Johnstone is leaning forward over his desk talking to Peter who sits nervously in a chair adjacent to the desk. Two vacant seats oppose him.)

Peter: (tense) Thanks for letting me come in early.

Mr Johnstone: My pleasure… (Calm) I know this is a very awkward, and important for you… but really, there’s no need to be so nervous…

Peter: I know… but it’s been so long since I’ve seen my parents… (Dismayed) Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.

Mr Johnstone: Rubbish. You’ll be glad when it’s all over, you’ll see…

Peter: I’m only sorry I didn’t do this earlier.

Mr Johnstone: Just relax and be yourself, Peter.

(There is a long and uneventful silence. Then, slow footsteps approaching the room, one after the other. Ever so gently, someone knocks on the wooden door. Both Peter and Mr Johnstone stand upright in anticipation as the door slowly opens to reveal his parents. Peter barely flinches as his mother steps quietly into the room. For a moment there is silence as his traumatised mother stares at the son she has lost for two unbearable years. Then gradually her facial expression changes from shock to tears of happiness and she flings her arms around him. Peter comforts her, for although she is speechless he knows how uncomfortable and deeply she feels.)

Mrs Daniels: (whispering affectionately) Oh, Peter!

(Mr Johnstone reveals a smile of happiness for the reunited pair. Eventually they loosen their embrace and the father approaches gravely. He shows little sign of affection as he stretches his hand towards his son. Despite the extreme pressure, Peter shakes his hand firmly as his mother and Mr Johnstone watch from nearby.)

Father: (harsh voice) Hello son.

Peter: Thanks for coming dad…mum, dad, this is my social worker Mr Johnstone.

Mrs Daniels: (nervously) Hello.

Mr Johnstone: Pleased to meet you.

(Still crying slightly, Mrs Daniels leans over the table and shakes hands with Mr Johnstone. She is closely followed by her husband.)

Mrs Daniels: (appreciative) Thank you for everything.

Mr Johnstone: You’re very welcome, Mrs Daniels – if we could all be seated?

(First to be seated is Mr Daniels who decides on the chair furthest from his son. Peter sits hesitantly once more in the seat adjacent to the desk while his mother slowly lowers herself into the seat nearby.)

Mr Johnstone: (vivacious) Firstly, I’d like to thank everyone for coming. I know how difficult for you this must be, but I truly believe we are making positive steps towards the future.

(Peter grasps his mother fragile hand and they smile nervously at each other. His father discreetly watches them with an unhappy expression looming over his face.) 

Mr Johnstone: Is there anything anyone would like to say before we continue… No, well…

Mr Daniels: (demanding tone) Yes, there is actually.

Mr Johnstone: Go on Mr Daniels.

Mr Daniels: (curt, raised voice) Why didn’t you stay in touch with us Peter? Your mother was very upset…

(Mrs Daniels glances helplessly towards her husband as if she were about to plead)

Peter: (quietly) Well… I couldn’t

Mr Daniels: (abruptly) Why not.

Peter: (nervously shrugs) I was afraid I guess.

Mr Daniels: (harsh but slow) Don’t be stupid boy. What is there to be afraid of?

Peter: (relatively calm) I was afraid of upsetting everybody. I wanted to let things settle down.

Mr Daniels: (nastily) That’s no reason to ignore us completely.

Mr Johnstone: (shocked at the father’s behaviour) Please calm down Mr Daniels. (Protectively) Peter had his reasons.

Mr Daniels: (sharp and without regret) Sorry.

Mr Johnstone: I was in a similar position myself once; I know exactly how it feels to be alone without a family.

Mrs Daniels: (small and insecure voice) Please dear, try to be a little more supportive.

(Mr Daniels looks down towards the desk ignoring his wife’s concerns)

Mr Johnstone: (gradually breaking the silence) As a social worker, my job is not only to stop conflict, but also to give people an understanding of each other. Peter has been telling me that he left the house because he felt he had too. I not sure if you were aware Mr Daniels, but your son feels you may have been a little rough on him at times.

Mr Daniels: (defensive and impertinent) Mr Johnstone, I know little about your background, but our family believes in discipline.

Mr Johnstone: (formally) Yes, I can see that. I don’t mean to offend you, Mr Daniels, but perhaps you have been too extreme.

Mr Daniels: Nonsense, the boy got what he deserved. All I ever asked is that he tried his best, but he was too damn selfish…

Peter: (increasingly emotional) That’s not true. I’ve always tried hard, but I’ve never been good at schoolwork. You know that.

Mr Daniels: (bitterly) I wish you were more like Kim… She tries her best and she’s honest too.

Peter: (agitated and entreating) Dad, stop it. Don’t be mean, you never did that good in school either…

(Mr Daniels gives his son the “evil eye”)

Mr Johnstone: (attempting to remain calm) Mr Daniels, I’m sure Peter is no more selfish than most children his age. It is natural for some kids to perform better in class than others. I’ve been studying the situation and I think Peter might even have a learning disability.

Mr Daniels: (with spite) Stop defending him! Peter doesn’t have a learning disability! He’s always been lazy – 

Mrs Daniels: (upset) Stop, please
Mr Daniels: (without stopping) – and self centered, especially at home – he never did as he was told.

(Peter’s mother presses her hands to her face as she starts crying uncontrollably – she is unable to talk)

Peter: (emotionally) Don’t do this to me dad!

Mr Daniels: (shouting) You were always disrespectful Peter –

Mr Johnstone: Mr Daniels (completely ignored).

Mr Daniels: (without pause) – none of this would have happened if…

Mr Johnstone: (shouting) Mr Daniels.

Mr Daniels: (abusive) You stay out of this! Peter would never have left if he wasn’t so ungrateful and lazy.

Mr Johnstone: Mr Daniels, please calm down.

(Peter stands upright; upset and frustrated)
Peter: (yelling) I can’t believe he’s doing this again; He’s such a damn lousy father.

(Mr Daniels instantly stands in pure rage and takes a step towards Peter. Still shocked, Mr Johnstone also rises in the interests of protecting Peter. Crying uncontrollably, Mrs Daniels stares up at Mr Daniels while forcing her chair backwards, she is afraid, desperate and helpless.)

Mr Daniels: Why you good-for-nothing asshole.

(Mr Daniels lunges at Peter with a fist, however Peter moves back in defence, and swings his chair into his father’s road)

Mr Daniels: Bloody stupid little sod. Go –

Mr Johnstone: (pleading desperately) Calm down.

Mr Daniels: – back to the street where you belong. We’re not taking you back you ungrateful little shit.

(Peter continues to move around the desk as his father follows. Mr Johnstone raises his arms in front of Peter’s father as he pursues)

Peter: (yelling) You’ll never accept me for who I am will you?

(Mr Daniels stops on the opposite side of the desk and leans directly over towards his son on the opposite side. Mrs Daniels remains cringing in her chair.)

Mr Daniels: (shouting) Why the hell did you leave the house, Peter. You’ve caused a disaster!

Peter: (upset and screaming) You were never understanding or sensitive. That’s why I left.

Mr Daniels: (shouting) Is there a bloody point to this whole thing or did you just want to upset us? Hey?…

Mr Johnstone: (overwhelmed) Please this has gotten way…

Peter: (screaming) Dad… (Lowering voice in an insecure manner) I’m gay, dad.

(There is a long moment of silence; Mr Daniels freezes. The only interruptions: the occasional sound of Mrs Daniels sobbing and running footsteps towards the door. Dr Pains bursts into the room, takes a glance and then he himself stops short; mesmerised by the silence and tension.)

Mr Daniels: (maliciously) You bloody liar.

Peter: (screaming in frustration) I knew you couldn’t take it! 

(Mr Daniels attempts to shove the desk aside and advances towards his son with raised fists. whilst avoiding the protective Mr Johnstone. Mr Johnstone is still trying to calm him down with flailing arms.)

Mr Johnstone: (panicky) You don’t want to do this Mr Daniels.

(Peter is cornered next to his mother. As Mr Daniels makes his moves past the table, Mr Johnstone intervenes by grasping his right arm, however Mr Daniels turns around and shoves him away towards the audience. Dr Pains then makes his own attempt but is punched in the jaw and staggers to the ground in the opposite direction. Realising what he has done Mr Daniels suddenly stops short of his objective. He glances at the Doctor who is grasping his jaw and then turns towards his wife.)

Mr Daniels: Come on, we’re leaving… 
Mrs Daniels: (whispering) No.

Mr Daniels: (yelling) I said we’re going! (Pause)
Mrs Daniels: (defiantly) No!
(Crying, Mrs Daniels shakes her head as she gazes towards her husband, although she is afraid, she stands up for herself. Mr Daniels looks away in fury and after taking one last look around the room, he storms out. Peter turns towards his mother and they embrace to comfort one another. They are both crying. Meanwhile Mr Johnstone moves over towards his associate and takes a look at his injury. Guilt and regret is written all over his face.)

(The lights are turned off, the curtain closed.)

Scene 4
(Mr Johnstone is sitting inside his office filling out paperwork)

(Without any warning or consultation, Dr Pains walks quietly into the room. Mr Johnstone stares up slowly as he approaches the desk.)

Dr Pains: (placid) You do realise that you cannot avoid me forever…

Mr Johnstone: (soft and ashamed) I know.

Dr Pains: (increasingly loud) What the hell were you thinking. You’ve only succeeded in making matters worse for yourself.

Mr Johnstone: (sincere) I’m sorry I thought time would help things settle down.

Dr Pains: Well you were damn well wrong. Time has rarely settled anything, I thought you’d learnt that during last week’s incident.

Mr Johnstone: Please Bruce, there is really no need to be so harsh. I’ve learnt my lesson.

(Dr Pains is now leaning forwards against the back of a chair)

Dr Pains: (repugnant) I honestly believe that you haven’t Phil. I’ve warned you before to treat these social problems slowly and with care. Just imagine the immense pain you have caused the Daniels family.

Mr Johnstone: Bruce, please stop, you’re behaving like Mr Daniels.

Dr Pains: (raising eyebrows) I can understand your actions, but to think you didn’t consult me beforehand. I though we had a certain level of trust going between us.

Mr Johnstone: But…

Dr Pains: (fairly enraged) But nothing. Imagine the consequences if Mr Daniels had punched his son, I’ve seen social workers sacked for far less than that.

Mr Johnstone: (defensive) I think you’re overreacting.

Dr Pains: (harsh voice) Frankly I disagree, I’ve had enough trouble working with associates like you! I know your type well, forever attempting to save the world… Always bending the rules and trying to act the lovable hero. Fancy trying to reunite the family in a situation like that.

Mr Johnstone: Please Bruce, don’t do this to me, I feel guilty already.

Dr Pains: Look Phil, I’ll be blunt, I despise people like you – faking respect and avoiding reality – the next time you want some advice, my door will be shut.

(Dr Pains backs away from the chair while he talks – the whole time he maintains eye contact. Then pivoting around, he walks out of the door without looking back)

Mr Johnstone: (worried) Bruce… come back Bruce.

(The lights are turned out for the last time; Mr Johnstone running out of the room after his old friend. Curtains are then closed.)
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